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Summary:
Set Post-Episode 2 Burial Ending. Andrew has a strange dream.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
It’s not the first time he’s had a dream like this.

Dream Ashley staring him down from the motel bed in just her mismatched polka dot bra and black lace thong from god knows where. He’s lost count of how many times she’s flashed him as a result of wearing tiny denim shorts over it.

“Can you cover that shit up.” Awake Andrew had wanted to say, or “no one wants to see that” but the devil in him knew very well that someone did and wanted to keep it to himself.

Dream Andrew kicks her discarded shorts under the bed as he steps forward to grab her by the shoulders. Dream Ashley starts yelling at him. Her voice is garbled like she’s speaking underwater. Knowing Ashley it’s probably something about how they were just freshly washed and the motel floor is filthy. She’ll have to do a new load anyway so he makes quick work of her favorite bra and tosses it to the floor to join her shirt.

Dream Andrew briefly considers a kiss to smother any further complaining, but somehow that feels more taboo than fucking his dream sister.

He sinks his teeth into the junction between her neck and shoulder hard enough to draw blood.

But it is not the same dull warmth and taste that he had come to expect from these dreams. His sister’s blood coats his throat in fire, burning a path down his throat into his torso, until it finally settled in his erection.

Dream Andrew tries to pull away, but he finds that he can’t.

“Andy!!”

It’s the first time in this dream that he can hear her say something clearly and it just had to be his name.

Dream Andrew could feel his own hands moving onto her breasts and urged himself to grab them angrily and twist her nipples hard. Remind her that the Andy she pushed around wasn’t here anymore. But instead Dream Ashley leaned forward into his not so angry touch and moaned into his ear.

“Fuck me, Andy. Fuck your cute little sister.”

Andrew jolts awake, finding himself on a familiar couch.

The only light in the room is coming from the TV right in front of him. It is playing pink static. Strange, he could have sworn he had fallen asleep with Ashley in the motel. Was he still dreaming?

“This looks like….” Andrew scans the room. It’s pitch black in all directions save for the TV and the couch that it illuminated. It then dawns on him that the furnishings are the same as the ones as their old apartment. Still dreaming then.

“Great. Guess I’ll just watch TV until this stupid nightmare ends.” Andrew knows he isn't used to being without Ashley even in his dreams and the sound of his own voice going nowhere is unsettling.

The remote is in the usual place, but the twin batteries that it uses were hanging in the air above it. One was held by a red and black wisp of smoke and the other a faint white wisp. When his hand passes through them as he takes the batteries, he has a strange sensation of muted nostalgia.

The wisps follow him back to the couch.

Andrew doesn’t acknowledge them as they sit together in silence flipping through pink static channels for what seems like an eternity until he finally lands on one that shows-

“Ashley?!”

Andrew leaps off the couch and kneels in front of the screen. The wisps behind him wobble expressing some indecipherable reaction to what is being shown.

Thick dark coils of smoke dotted with crimson blinking eyes are wrapped around a very naked Ashley.

Before Andrew can process anything else his right hand starts to burn and he vomits blood onto the inky black floor. It tastes like his sister.

“What’s wrong?” Ashley’s voice crackles through the speakers.

Andrew looks at his sister through the TV screen, it looks like she’s looking straight at him but-

“I should have been your first, but at least you’ll be my first and now I’ll be your only, right?”

Andrew wants to throw up again looking his sister’s face showing a rare vulnerable expression, but there’s nothing left to purge. The demon’s eyes feel like they’re mocking him as they snake around Ashley’s neck, around her thighs. He knows what’s coming next.

“Love me, Andy.”

He can feel the dark wisp and faint wisp tugging at him, pulling him away from the sight of the demon taking his little sister’s virginity.

“FUCK YOU. YOU GAVE ASHLEY TO ME YOU WON’T TAKE ME AWAY FROM HER.”

Andrew’s vision starts to swim out of focus. He can barely see his sister writhing under “Andy’s” touch. With every thrust his hand, emblazoned with the eye of the demon, burns hotter.

“Ahh…Andy…Andy…ahh.”

Yet, somehow, the sounds of Ashley moaning and orgasming for someone other than him were even more painful than whatever curse the demon put on him. It was at that moment that Andrew knew he would do anything to find his way back to his sister and fuck her himself.

Andrew sinks his teeth into his own wrist and tries his best to focus on the pain instead of his sister’s noises. He tries to gnaw around the bones, hoping his teeth will slice through enough flesh to remove his cursed hand from his body.

His jaw is getting tired. Through the pain he wonders if Ashley’s jaw is tired too.

The wisps wobble above the gruesome scene.

Andrew wakes up again and immediately vomits over the side of the bed and onto Ashley’s clothes. He knows he’s already going to get hell for it once he notices, so he spits as well trying to rid himself of the sensation of something stuck between his teeth.

“Ugh..fuck.”

He doesn’t think he’s ever had a nightmare that bad before. And he hasn’t had them for a long time until tonight. Andrew is surprised that Ashley didn’t wake up.

He wipes his mouth and turns to face her.

“Ash-“

Ashley’s eyes are gone.

All that’s left are two empty bloody pits still visibly glistening wet under the moonlight from the motel window.

As Andrew tears himself away to scream, he wishes he didn’t see the bite mark in the same place from the previous dream.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, wake up wake up.”

He presses his palms against his eyes and wills himself to wake up. Through his tightly shut eyelids he can see a light emanating from his intact right hand.

“Your tar soul.”

The demon’s voice is in his head now.

“You must swallow her eyes.”

Andrew shakily looks opens his eyes and leans over to take another look at what he just expelled. As he did he pressed his tongue against the fibers between his teeth. He wasn’t surprised at what he saw.

Ashley’s pink irises peeking through the mass of blood and bile.